5G) DG 


JULY 5, 1930 


PRICE 15 CENTS ea 


pe 








f \ 
\ 


AMERICAN 


The Life Story of a Great Indian 








By FRANK B. LINDERMAN 








“The finest book on the Indian 


that has ever been written.”’ 


“TT WILL become a classic of western literature Such a 

charming, sympathetic and full revelation of Indian 
psychology has never before appeared —at least, if it has, 
I have never found it. This book should be a best-seller.” — 
H. G. Merriam. 


“This autobiography is told as an Indian would tell it: simply, 
objectively, tersely, yet with the color and the dramatic sense 
that are parts of his racial inheritance.’— Boston Evening 
Transcrtpt. 


“There are few books that bring the Indian as close as this 
one.” — New York Tzmes. 


“ .It makes grand reading.” — New York Herald Tribune 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


e haven't much sympathy with 

Senator Reed’s complaint that 
his radio speech was stopped by a 
fake SOS. He ought to do his talk- 
ing in the Senate where apparently 
nothing can stop a speech. 


M* Be Sharkey doesn’t keep up with 
7 the style news and thinks the waist- 
line is still down around the knees. 


Te Government may not have made 

much progress toward disarma- 
ment, but it does begin to look as 
though they had at last gotten rid of 
Cannon. 


A»? there wouldn’t be any worry 
about aeroplane propellers com- 

ing off if they were fastened on the 

way the tops of glass fruit jars are. 


The Plumber Elopes. 


QGEvERAt automobile manufacturers, 
we learn, are now building radios 
in their cars. Which provides another 
excellent reason for not taking motor 
trips this summer. 


A’? there is this to be said in favor 
of railroad time tables: Even if 
you are looking at the wrong one it 
probably doesn’t matter. 
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JUDGE 
Simile 
The Balkans are like a checker- 


board; you never know which way a 
king is going to jump. 


And the next big news we expect to 
hear from Rumania is that King Carol 
has abdicated in favor of the Four 
Marx Brothers. 





Dora thinks second wind is what 
a Congressman gets when he’s re- 
elected. fj 


And many a tourist spends his 
week-end trying to find the right road. 





The insects, too, seem to be start- 
ing their vacations earlier this vear. 


R. C. O’Brien 


“Look at the map, Uncle—I think we’re on the wrong road!” 
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ere the vast hall pandemonium 
reigned. Hundreds of women 
surged towards the front. Some of >” 
the men present tried to keep calm 
and convey an aloof attitude, but most 
of them had succumbed to the general 
hysteria. 

The ticket sellers had quit long ago. 
Every seat had been sold. All week 
there had been a ceaseless stream of 





buyers at the windows. 

Suddenly there was a hush of an- 
ticipation. The conductor appeared. 
With a critical eye he glanced over 
the packed mass before him. He ; 
waited a moment and the heart of 
every woman listener seemed to skip 
a beat. What if their wishes weren't 
to be gratified? What if they were 
never to hear that voice for which 
they hungered? 

Then he came! A slight young 
man, dressed in blue, with fair wavy 
hair. Under his arm he held a small 
megaphone. A wave of electric inten ? 
sity ran through the crowd. 

A nod from the conductor. With a 
smile the other lifted his megaphone 
to his lips and like a silvery blessing 
came his soft words. Visions of soft 
moonlight and romance, green hills 
and laughing waters. Havens of rest 
and beauty to these poor, weary hum 














drum souls. 

“The Bear Mountain Excursion | 
Special leaves from Track 10 in fiy 
minutes.” 


Artist—IVell, how about it? Does it look all right from up there? —R. Deane 
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at the beautiful scenery. 
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The columnist loves to sit on the porch of his summer camp and ga 


They’re putting longer handles on rackets to make the game less exhausting. 
























The Love Racketeer 
By S. J. Perelman 


I SHALL always remember 
the first night Rhoda Trot- 
wood came into my life. It 
was one of those warm trop- 
ical evenings just made for 
love, and everybody in the 
cannery was listless. I was 
dreaming over my _ punch- 
press when I looked up to see 
“Red” Harvest and “Buck” 
Tooth standing over me. 
“Let’s knock off work and 
go to the dance in the Coun- 
try Club, Warren,” suggested 
“Red” impetuously. “I can’t 
work on these warm, tropical 
evenings just made for love!’’ 
In the twinkling of an eye we 
were off, with our hair 
streaming in the wind. It 
seemed but a moment before 
we were mingling in the gay throng 
which was rending homage to the God- 
dess of the Dance. The muted clari- 
nets ebbed sweet pain in the flowering 
night. I thought vaguely of similar 
nights on the Prado in Havana 
the fringed mantone of a bronzed An- 
dalusian dancing girl a bright 
barbaric shawl etched in vermilion, in 
which one saw the entire history of the 
conquistadores —— powdered 
shoulders of Joseph MHergesheimer 
bored planters on the Bund in 
Shanghai. Smoking a cigarillo in the 
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“Do as I say, Grimes 


patio, I felt Inez Pettibone’s hand on 


responsibility!’ 


my shoulder. 


“Warren, I want you to meet Rhoda 
Trotwood,” she smiled. 
is Warren Factions.” 
vividly, in the shrubbery, leaving me 
Rhoda. 
this was Mrs. Trotwood, the wealthy 
voung widow of whom I had heard so 
I bent low over her hand and 
drank in her beauty. 
some sheer frothy material, which fell 


a lone 


much! 


face to face with 


in bewitching curves t 


ankles. 


In a few minut 


J 
- 


JUDGE 


I will assume the 


“Rhoda, this 


She was gone, 


She wore white, 


es 


“HEY, TAKE THE SHINE OFF MY BLUE SERGE 


CUSTOMER 


exchanging confidences; she 
told me that she loved dainty 
underthings and always 
moved in an aura of helio- 
trope. I was beside myself 
with passion, and, reckless of 
consequooms, would have 
risked death for a kiss from 
this undefiled camelia. 


“And you?” she _ asked, 
As sharing a small bag of sweets 


with me. I told her of my 
life in the cannery, of my 
dreams of a college education. 

“You shall go to Rollins 
College,’’ she decided. 


“Meanwhile you ‘ll be 

| my secretary this summer, 

T.. with a little dirt-farming 
S thrown in.” 

- Several days later I moved 


into her big white house on 
the hill. My duties were not 
irksome, and Mrs. _ Trot- 
wood showered me with small at- 
tentions. She decorated my room 
with a cool green rug and hot yellow 
curtains of a receding chintz. I was 
always sure to find a dish of gossoon 
pudding, a glass of milk or something 
of that ilk when I came home eve- 
nings. As my room happened to be 
the ice-box, I was not surprised. 
Often we dined together and ate 
richly of steamed clamps and humble 
pie served by Grimes, her obsequious 
butler. Then we loitered, arm in arm, 
(Continued on page 32) 


PANTS!” EXPLODED THE INCENSED 


Don’t mind that horticulturist yelling, dear; full many a florist is born to bluster unseen. “They tell me 
the building inspector condemned that mausoleum,” remarked the.senior member of Sacklaw and Asher, Mod- 


ernistic Morticians. “How come, 
Sacklaw. 


babe?” 





grilled Asher. 
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we 


‘ 
Aw, 


there were no fire-escapes on it!” 
And if that car doesn’t develop fifty horsepower, I'll return your Stutz fee. 


snickered 
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TIMES 


Independence Day 


IN ANCIENT 
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A Gambling Chance 


sourpouGH Sam was sure he had a 
lucky number. 

He watched the wheel spin around. 

“Thirty-four . . . thirty-four .. .” 
he almost prayed. 

It came up 35. 

Undaunted, he tried again, his 
eagerness masked by the inscrutable 
expression of Men of the North. 
Again he lost. A third time he took a 
chance. . . . “Thirty-four . . . thirty- 
four... .’’ He must get a break soon. 
For Kodiak Kate was waiting. 

Sourdough Sam cursed. The deep- 
throated curse of the gold fields. The 
wheel must be crooked! He whipped 
out his six-shooter and leveled it at 
the crowd that was watching. 

“One o’ you dudes come here an’ 
show me how to work this new- 
fangled dial telephone!” he bellowed. 

—Curt Jounson 





Decisive Victory 


HE sturdy sons of Yale won a 

great victory during the first week 
of their summer vacation. Battling 
against serious sales resistance, con- 
sumer inertia and vicious bulldogs, 
they came through winners. 

Dartmouth’s men put up a stiff 
fight, and though they came in sec 
ond, much credit is due them for their 
silver-tongued, persuasive oratory and 
clever sales psychology. 

Outstanding work was done by An- 
derson of Dartmouth, All-American 
Subscription Renewer, who rolled up 
the amazing total of 113 renewals in 
one day. Fletcher of Yale, captain of 
last summer's squad, also turned in 
112 signed slips as his daily total. 

Yalemouth is now in first place, 
with Darton a close second. The rest 
of the colleges are quite a way behind 
these two leaders, but many of the 
dopesters are putting money on Am- 
herst, whose fighting subscription 
squad is captained by Bud Jones. 

All in all, the opening week has 
been interesting and it looks as if 
we're in for a real old-fashioned bat- 
tle this summer in the Intercollegiate 
Subscription League. 

Artuur L, LippMANN 


No Waiting 
For the convenience of tourists, the 
Golden Gate is kept open all day 
Sunday. 


Barber—Excuse it, please. Nicked 
you a bit that time. 

Patient Victim—Would you mind 
shiftin’ into second when you go 
around those corners? 


ae 


With the straw hat season on, the shopkeeper can no longer restrain 
himself from trying to correct the hatless cult. 
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The unromantic life-guard. 





Like a Wet Firecracker 
July 4th is the day set aside to re- 
mind us that Uncle Sam and Miss 
Liberty have phffttt ! 


Several dry agents were poisoned 
by hooch recently. They ought to 
stick to the places they know. 


There are two sides to every ques- 
tion, and the average politician takes 
both. 


And now if Senator Caraway were 
only a Congressman instead of a Sena- 
tor, we'd be tempted to write and ask 
him for seeds. 


It takes three things to put a soap 
across: the oils of vegetables, olives 
and bananas. 








S 
The Ball Players Reverse 
a Popular Custom 

“Sey you, in the green suit, who 
told you you were a fan? Yaah! 
Go back to the bush-league park 
where you belong! Who let you in 
here anyhow? Didja crawl through 
a knot-hole? Aaaaaw, raaaazber- 
ries!" 


“Hey, Joe, pipe the fan in the 
panama hat, will ya? What’s he think 
he’s at, a fashion show, huh? Hey, 
you, take off that lid before I smack 
a foul through it. Yeah, you hoid me! 














Say, if I couldn't do a better job root- 
ing than you could I'd go home and 
listen to the bedtime hour! You're 
the bird that cheered the guy who 
stole second with the bases full in the 
first inning. Yeah, I know!” 


“Hey, you in the third-base stands, 
whatsa matter with ya? Dontcha 
know how to keep score? When a 
guy makes a three-base hit to right 
field, don’t go charging the shortstop 
with an error, dya get me? You bet- 
ter go home and play croquet!” 


“Ha, ha, ha! Didja see that? 











That dumb-looking dope in back ef 
the Lions’ dugout tried to catch that 
ball Gus fouled off. Oh, what a sap! 
Hey, you, look out, you might hurt 
your manicure trying to catch one of 
those big rough balls. 


“And you with the umbrella, what's 
the big idea? Whadaya think this is, 
a swimming meet? There ain't a 
cloud in the sky between here and the 
Gulf of Mexico. You ain’t in deah 
old England, you know! Say, let’s 
take a shower and go home. Of all 
the lousy bunch of fans I ever played 
before- a 








—Parke CumMMINGS 
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Balloons, Bombs and Boloney 
By Jack Cluett 


solemn, elderly gentlemen, whistling “Yankee 

Doodle,” sat around a mahogany table in Indepen 
dence Hall. The walls of the conference room were hung 
with appropriate signs reading: ““No Smoking,” “Keep 
Off the Grass,” ““Trespassing Forbidden,” ‘“‘No Peddlers” 
and “One-Way Street.” In the center of the table lay a 
couple of firecrackers and an autograph of Button Gwin- 
nett. At length the Speaker rose to his feet and said: 

“It is time to celebrate the Fourth of July. One hun 
dred and fifty-four years ago today John Hancock put 
his John Hancock on the Declaration of Independence 
and, today, it is the John Hancock Life Insurance Com- 
pany of Hancock, Mass.” 


Rhode Island arose and _ said: 
“There is a law against celebrating the Declaration of 
Independence with a firecracker over three inches long, 
and you mustn’t catch trout in Essex County before 
April 15.” 

“All right,” said the Speaker, 
bag and pop it with my fist.” 

The delegate from Connecticut said: ‘““That’s in direct 
violation of the Constitution, Article 1, Section 9, which 
reads: ‘We hold these truths to be self-evident, that no 
paper bags shall be exploded on the Fourth of July unless 
they are ratified by the thirteen original states.’ ” 


The delegate from 


“T'll blow up a paper 


“I think the safest way to celebrate this momentous 
occasion is to go into a dark closet and say ‘Boom!’ ” said 
the delegate from New York. 

“Just think,” said the Speaker, “154 years ago today 
Benjamin Franklin signed the Declaration of Indepen- 
dence and then went across the street and founded the 
Curtis Publishing Company.” 

“Well, c’mon- 


let’s celebrate,” said the delegate from 








“Lissen, buddy. Will ya slip me fifteen cents 


buy a box o’ sparklers?” 


I wanta 


Rhode Island. 
flags?” 


“Can’t we send up a balloon or wave some 


The Speaker replied: “If we send up a balloon without 
having it stop at Havana, the Cubans will be sore as hell, 
and if we wave a flag the people will think we're going 
to set off a blast down the road.” 

“This is a pretty lousy Fourth of July, if you ask me,” 
mumbled the delegate from New York. ‘Last 
Roman candle burst up my sleeve 
are dull.” 


year a 
, but this year things 
(Continued on page 29) 


The head usher is given charge of the public beach, 
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OVERHEARD 
After the Bridge Game 
“ween HUNDRED points at a tenth. .. . That’s thirty 


cents, isn’t it? ... Jimmie, run out in the hall, like 
: dear, and get thirty cents out of my black bag on the 
table. It's in the little purse inside. . .. Yes, it sort of 
snaps open... . The black bag, dear; not the brown 
leather one. You know, my black suéde bag with the 
silver clasp that I always carry. ... Well, open your 
eves; it’s right there, probably under my hat... . Well, 
look in the table drawer; or, I'll tell you—if it’s not in 
the drawer—see if it’s hanging on the door of the tele- 
phone booth. ... He’s blind as a bat, you know, Elizabeth, 
when it comes to finding anything for me. 

“Let’s see, now; I had it shopping this morning. I 
remember distinctly getting out of the car and putting | { 
it on the hall table. . . . See if I left it outside in the . 
car, dear. . . . Did you look under the little seats? ... 


aera 
Oh, I bet I left it next door at the Mitchell’s when I 





ve ” 
“Sic ’em, stranger! 





went over to see Mary this morning. 
But I couldn’t have left it there be- 
cause I remember powdering my nose 
at Seawanhaka before lunch. .... Jim- 
mie; call up the Mitchell's and see if, 
by any chance, they found my black 
bag. ... I'm sure [ had it some time 
after that, though, because I put my 
market list in it this afternoon. . . 
They haven't seen it? I wonder it 
I could have taken it up to my room 
with that package. . . . That’s just 
what I did. ... Oh, Jimmie—have you 
found it? ... Well, listen, dear: please 
run up and have a look around my 
room. It’s probably on the window 
seat with a package from Frear’s. . . 
Did you look every place? ...On my 
dresser? ...On the bed? ... I'll bet 
I can go right up there and find it 
in a second. . . . You're absolutely 
blind when it comes to finding any- 
thing for me... . Look in Harrison’s 
room, dear. . . . Well, how hard did 
you look? ... It’s probably on the 
hall table right under your nose. 
“Oh, I know! Isn’t that stupid of 
me? ... Why, I must have left it 
in Frear’s basement at the notion 
counter. I remember putting it down 
while I looked at some bath salts or 
something. . .. Are you sure it isn’t 
on the hall table, Jimmie? ... Or in 
the drawer? .. . Or on the telephone- 
room door or in the car any place ? 
You know you're absolutely blind 
when it comes to finding anything for 
me.... Did you look thoroughly in my 
room? ... On the dresser and every 
place? .. . Not in Harrison’s room? 
... Well, then, you'd better give Eliz- 
abeth thirty cents, dear. I'll pay you 
tomorrow when I can get down to 
Moments To REMEMBER Frear’s for my purse.” 
Mr. Rand and Mr. McNally try to figure out a road map. —J.C. 
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“Say—it’s a wonder you wouldn’t look in the cans before you dump ’em!” 


Diary of a Citizen in 1950 


jt 4TH. Called on my friend, Willie Whoosis, today. 
We talked of this and that for a while and then, notic- 
ing a peculiar odor, I remarked: “Don’t hold out on me, 
Willie, I know you have it in the house.” So he pulled 
down the shades, and confessed. “Yessir,” he whispered, 
“I’ve got coffee—real Java, too, none of this synthetic 
stuff.” So brazenly we sipped our contraband and dis- 
cussed the recent poll on whether the people wanted tea 
and coffee back. “The latest returns of the Literary Digest 
show the Wets leading, with the Drys third and those who 
prefer modification second,” I stated. “What do they mean 
by modification?” my friend asked. “Are they Wet or 
Dry?” I told him it meant those who favored a com- 
promise—not the return of the old coffee-pot, but a drink 
under government control, on specially designated days in 
supervised places—a drink of not strong black coffee, but 
coffee, half milk.” So home and to bed, the curfew being 
due to ring at any time, but couldn’t sleep, whether because 
of my conscience bothering me because of my violation of 
the Federal statute or just because of the coffee, I don’t 
know. 
—R. C. O’Brien 
11 





“Darling, I’m just walking on air.” 
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In Chicago it is il- 
legal to throw away 
a street-car transfer 














In Joliet, Illinois, 

it is unlawful for a woman to try on 

more than six dresses in one store. 
Li 
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In Montreat, N. C., there 
is a law against driving a 
car on Sunday. (This Promoting a masked ball is 

law is enforced.) against the law in Massachusetts. } 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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This Is Our America 


Nn the Glorious Fourth, while 
() firecrackers pop and_niblicks 

flash and ice tinkles in the 
glasses, it is fitting to stand off a bit 
and take a look at this land of the 
free and home of the brave. 

We have a favorite method of get- 
ting a sample or cross-section of 
American life. It is to pick up almost 
at random a copy of a newspaper and 
try to skim the happenings of a day 
with the calm, objective eye of an ob- 
server from, say, Kamchatka or the 
new planet Pluto. Applying this test, 
we pick the following from the news 
of one single recent day: 

A baker’s boy smuggled 324 rolls 
into a New Jersey city for sale on 
Sunday in defiance of the “vice and 
immorality act,” passed in 1798. 

The President of the United States, 
quite without warning, walked into a 
little village church in Pennsylvania 
and stayed through the services. 

Gangsters poked a machine-gun 
into the window of a hotel near Chi- 


ca 


3 


o and mowed down five people. 


y 


line of automobiles, seven miles 
long, waited for the ferries on the 
New Jersey side of the Hudson, and 
cars went through the Holland tunnel 
at the rate of 2,000 an hour. 

A man who had been a pioneer in 
the development of the automobile 
died; he was only sixty-two. 

In New York the locations of 104 
new subway stations were announced. 

Before a group of “Gold Star 
Mothers,” General Pershing dedicated 
a chapel in Flanders in memory of 
our war dead. 

Sixty thousand people went to 
Lakehurst to look at the Graf Zeppe- 
lin, arrived from Germany. 

A murderer about to be executed in 
a gas chamber in Nevada, when given 
a chance to express his last wish, 
asked for a gas mask. 

The fifteen-year-old daughter of a 
Cornell professor ran away because 


her stepmother refused to allow her 
to attend movies, to play tennis or to 
have girl friends. 

Admiral Byrd was awarded the 
Roosevelt medal because “in a civili 
zation dominated by industrialism and 
becoming increasingly mechanized, he 
revealed the traits of mind and char- 
acter which brought about the discov 
ery of the American continent, its ex- 
ploration and settlement, and _ the 
westward march of progress.” 

A lawsuit filed in Oklahoma charged 
that whites had cheated 2,000 Semi- 
nole Indians out of $100,000,000 
worth of oil lands. 

The Merchants’ Association caleu- 
lated that last year $7,000,000 worth 
of goods were stolen in New York and 
not recovered. 

The brother of the superintendent 
of the Anti-Saloon League declared 
that the League leaders “have no real 
interest in temperance, but are inter- 
ested in political power and the money 
they get out of their positions.” 

Yes, my lads, it’s a great country— 
great for heroes and for fools, crooks 
and saints, poets and plowmen, youth 
and age, male and female, lofty and 
humble — Higgledy-piggledy Land. 
But which among us would live any- 
where else? Set off another rocket! 


Oh, Yes, the World Court 
Ryve®" once in a while we Ameri- 
4 


cans, to our shame, have to be re- 
minded of the World Court. John W. 
Davis did it recently with admirable 
terseness: “Eight years have passed 
since the first meeting of the court; 
seven since President Harding first 
laid the matter of our adherence be- 
fore the Senate, and four years since 
the Senate, by a vote of 76 to 17, re- 
solved to adhere, with certain reser- 
vations. Six months ago the Ameri- 
can Chargé d’Affaires at Berne af- 
fixed our signature to the protocol by 
authority of President Hoover, yet 
still the word of final approval awaits 
to be spoken.” 


As Mr. Davis points out, the court 
is “a genuinely American conception” 
and our failure to adhere to it now 
“would falsify more than a century 
of American history.” 

The World Court protocol has lan- 
guished for six months—six months 
which have been wasted, or worse 
than wasted, over an abominable tariff 
bill. The art of government consists 
in making hullabaloo about petty 
matters so that the public will forget 
the big ones left undone. 


Take Any Old Job For Now 


[" may be a hot summer, but it will 
be a cold world nevertheless for 
the recent college graduate and the 
student looking for a vacation job. 
Not in years have jobs been so 
scarce, and never were there so many 
College 
presidents and personnel experts are 


diploma-holders competing. 


advising young men and women not 
to be choosy, to take anything that 
offers and be thankful, not to be 
down-hearted if they cannot at once 
embark upon the specialized careers 
for which they have been trained. 
This is sound counsel. 

Hard though it will be on those 
who need the cash, a situation like the 
present may have its healthful effect. 
In our opinion there has been too 
much emphasis on specialization. A 
lot of harm has been done by the 
preachment that a young person 
should pick a vocation early, start at 
the bottom and stick to it. We have 
said before and say again that jump- 
ing from job to job is a salutary ex- 
perience. Deciding at twenty just 
what you are going to be at fifty seems 
to us dreary and possibly disastrous. 
There is in this country a lamentable 
lack of people with all-round experi- 
ence, variety of contacts and breadth 
of outlook, Frequent change of voca- 
tion may give you a big advantage, in 
the long run, over the fellow who 
stays put. A rolling stone gathers a 
lot of momentum. } a ae A 
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Mid-Ocean 


‘Tae faces were grim, gaunt. 
They sat with fists clenched and 
eyes staring. For day s it had been 


like this. 


notony. 


Nothing to relieve the mo 
On every side only the sea, 
stack or sail. It had 
been a week since any had spoken but 
Yowlesworth, the 


unbroken by 


supercargo, He 
had babbled incessantly. 

Old Captain February cursed the 
owners who had sent Yowlesworth out 
for passage to China on the Nancy 


Whoozis. Yowlesworth it was who 
had jinxed the voyage. Now, it 


seemed, there was nothing ahead but 
his delirious babbling. 

McHogan, the Irish first officer, 
was the first to give way under the 
strain. It was noon of the eleventh 
day. The tropic sun steamed down 
on the little group. Suddenly McHo 
gan looked at the nodded 
toward Yowlesworth and motioned a 


captain 


finger across his throat. 
shook his head. With a sigh of regret 
McHogan relaxed, slumped to the 
deck and lay still. 

Then O’Tavish, the Scotch chief 
engineer, could no longer maintain his 
Y owles- 
worth’s babbling got the best of him. 
O’Tavish jumped to his feet, shrieked 
his clan’s ancient war cry, did a High- 
land fling and collapsed. 


The captain 


somber, scowling courage. 


raved on without in- 
Now there were only the 


Yowlesworth 
terruption. 
grizzled captain and Larsen, the first 
officer, to listen and to watch the cir 
cling something that 
Larsen had taken 
to whittling. He had made a dozen 
tiny schooners, then tossed them over 


horizon for 
might mean rescue. 
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“Yep, we plumb ran outa names, so 


plain ‘Louis the 


“Oh, girls! 


I 


must 








show you 


my ex-ray photographs I had taken 


at the hospital. 


ye 
good: 


T he y’re 


“Dad, meet my boy friend, Freddy Smith.” 
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we finally christened this one just 
Fourteenth.’ ” 


the side. Now he was whittling furi- 
He did not look at the super- 
But he must listen patiently. 
Another hour of babbling went by. 
Larsen stood up. 


ously. 


cargo. 


He swayed for a 
Then, without a word, le 
walked to the rail and leaped over 
board. The fin of a shark cut the 
Captain February smiled a 
thin, wan smile. Larsen, at least, was 
better off. He would not have to suf 
fer longer. But the 
linger. 


moment. 
water. 


skipper must 
He must stay with the ship 
despite the torture of 


liste ning to 
Yowlesworth. 


And Yowlesworth babbled on, as he 
had babbled for those eleven hellish 
days: 

“Yes, sir, captain, you should hav 
a good radio on this ship so you could 
hear Amos and Andy every day. Ha 
—ha—ha! I told you about the time 
Amos got engaged, didn’t I? Well 
. . - ha—ha—ha. .. . Say, I certainly 
howled the next night. I'll tell you 
about that one, too... . Well... ha— 
ha—ha. ... / Andy comes into the 
office, see? and he says to Amos... 
is » « «+ Mes rs 


—Cuet JoHNson 


Prohibition’s Present Status 


It’s illegal to have corks or bottle 
tops or flavoring extracts, but it’s not 
illegal to buy liquor. 


Motor deaths are 
year. The pedestrians evident!y aren't 
jumping as fast as_ the 
statistics. 


increasing every 


mortality 











a 
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“T’ll have to get out of here—I’m commencing to feel like a Peeping Tom!” 


Talkie of a Crowd at a Fourth of 
July Celebration 

“He! Outa them seats, you guys! 

They're reserved.” ... “No, 
mister, you can’t smoke in here.” .. . 
“Yeah, I’m a little late, Bill. Gotta 
tag for turning in the middle of the 
block.” ... “Be quiet, Willie! You 
can’t have an ice-cream cone until the 
.. You fellas 


singin’ that Stein Song over there! 


exercises are over * 
Pipe down, get me?” . “Take your 
hat off in here, you!’”’... “Lady, 
vou'll have to make those kids stop 
chasin’ up an’ down the aisles or take 
‘em out.” ... “Oh, you just don’t like 
to shave, huh? Well, you look like a 
And I think I'll just 
run you down to the station!” ... “It 
says in the program that nobody will 


Red to me, see? 


be allowed to leave their seats until 
it’s finished.” . . . “Sorry, ma’am, but 
the auditorium rules says no eating 
peanuts or oranges.” ... “No, you 
can’t bring that dog in.” .. . “Every- 
... ‘Ladies and 
gentlemen: We are gathered here to- 


body be quiet now!” 


day to celebrate the great day when 
our sturdy, heroic forefathers signed 
that great historical document that 
gave us the liberty we are enjoying 
today i eee 


—Cuet Jounson 


We mourn the passing of the old- 
fashioned radio set. It used to be 
silent at least while the battery was 
being recharged. 


And it’s too bad that we can’t sling 


a pack on our shoulder and spend the 


summer in the open—but we all can’t 
be Fuller Brush salesmen. 
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“IT wish that silly sarophone 
player would shut up and go to 


bed!” 


The Book Reviewer’s Credo 
(With another bow to Mr. Nathan) 


That books which do not “run the 
gamut of human emotions” are sec 
ond-rate. 


That Shake speare, Dickens, Balzac 
and Goethe reappear in different fori 
at least once every year. 


That any book called ‘‘a novel ef 
the soil” is an epic. 


That there are eleven or twelve 
“books of the month” every two 
wet ks. 


That a writer fails if he is not 
“poignant” or “brilliantly incisive.” 


That because Thornton Wilder 
writes short books with very fev 


words on a page he is a great writer. 


That because Theodore Dreiser 
writes huge books in two or three vol 
umes he is a great writer. 


That if a writer writes a sea story 
he is another Conrad. 


That Russian novels must be great 
because the characters have long 
names and chronic dyspepsia. 


That very often the best literature 
in a book appears in the critic’s testi 
monials on the jacket. 


—ARTHUR SILVERBLATT 





“Say, mate—how about a little more ham on the starboard side?” 
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ERHAPS the worst show visible 

on what is known to Deity-dero- 

gating clergymen as God's earth 
is the institution called a ship’s con- 
cert. This, of course, is superfluous 
news to anyone who has ever been on 
a ship, been hornswoggled away from 
the bar by a persistent female and 
been forced to attend one of the 
things. Any such poor dog is suffi- 
ciently aware of the nature of these 
established nuisances, that is, unless 
he has exercised the precaution, be- 
fore succumbing to the aforemen- 
tioned female’s wiles, quickly to 
throw down at least half a dozen 
whiskeys, three or four gin rickeys 
and maybe eight or so Stingers. 

A ship’s concert is a left-handed 
form of propaganda practised by 
American summer-resort operators to 
For all the 
reports to the contrary, the present 


keep Americans at home. 


falling-off in European travel is due 
much less to the recent stock market 
crash and the swindles indulged in by 
French hotel keepers and tradesmen 
After being 
compelled to listen to two or three 


than to ships’ concerts. 


such entertainments, as they are 
cuphemistically termed, most Ameri 
cans couldn’t be dragged away from 
Asbury Park or Niagara Falls by 
horses. You may believe that it ought 
to be a simple matter for anyone on 
board ship to avoid going to one of 
the concerts if he had the will to, but 
you believe wrong. There are only 
two ways to avoid going. One is to 
come down with a contagious disease 
two days out and be quarantined in 
one’s stateroom and the other is to 
jump ov rboard. Anyone who doesn't 
do one or the other will find himself 
at the concert whether he wants to 
find himself at the concert or not. 
About five hours before a_ ship’s 
concert appare ntly everybody on the 
ship, with the possible exception of 
the two professional card-sharks and 
mavbe three or four stews in the 
smoking room, constitutes himself a 
committee of one to get you to go to 


the concert, and the more you decline 


cTHE 


GEORGE J 
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the honor the more the committee of 
one, gradually amplified by various 
lieutenants, sees to it that you are 
going to be honored willy-nilly. If 
you seem to be holding out with any 
promise of success, a cutie is dug up 
out of the palm garden and hurried 
up to the front as heavy artillery. 
And any man who has ever resisted 
the cutie 
from Chicago—deserves to be made 
director-general of the line on the 
spot. 

One ship’s concert, wherever you 
find it, is as much like another as two 
railroad table d’héte dinners. First, 
there is the master of ceremonies. 


usually a saucy bundle 


The master of ceremonies is usually 
some bald-headed idiot who, for the 
three days previous to the concert, has 
been rushing around the decks tuck 
ing the women’s blankets under them, 
unwelcomely joining you for a walk, 
putting on a paper hat in the dining 
saloon, announcing that the good 
looking gir] but recently observed 
must have just got on the ship, and 
otherwise serving as what is known 
as the life of the party. This dismal 
jackass gets up on the platform, puts 
on abroad greasy grin, cracks a 
couple of feeble jokes, momentarily 
wipes the grin off his face and, sub- 
stituting his idea of a grave look for 
it, informs the crowd that the concert 
is for the benefit of those worthy and 
deserving institutions, the American 
Seamen’s Home, the Liverpool Refuge 
for Sailors’ Orphans and the Staten 
Island Ferry Bootblacks’ Old Men’s 
Home, and then, going in for what he 
imagines to be a jolly imitation of 
Texas Guinan, announces that the 
first number on the program will be 
Miss Minnie Laushaus, of St. Paul, 
and for everybody to give Minnie a 
great big hand. 

Miss Laushaus, who is making her 
first trip over and hence has fallen 
for the invitation to perform, sits 
down at the piano and does something 
pretty awful to either Chopin or 
Grieg, after which she rises, bows 
beamingly to the applause of the older 
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and more sedate married women and 
trips over her skirt in getting off the 
platform. The next number is the 
Roscoe Rosenberg Harvardians, a 
jazz band consisting of eight Chinese 
restaurant virtuosi drafted from the 
second class. If the Roscoe Rosen 
berg Harvardians don’t happen to be 
on board, there are always the Four 
Musical Vespuccis who may _ be 
drafted from the steerage. The Ros- 
coe Rosenberg Harvardians, assuming 
it is they who are dredged up from 
the lower deck, proceed now to manu- 
facture some particularly bad jazz, 
the badness of which they seek to con- 
ceal with individual monkeyshines, 
such as shouting “Oh, boy!’ when the 
saxophone player negotiates a par- 
ticularly long moan or executing a 
few clog steps when the drummer in- 
dulges himself in a fancy solo. Fol- 
lowing the Roscoe Rosenberg Har- 
vardians we have Mr. J. Lawrence 
Tish, president of the Board of Alder 
men of Erie, Pa., or his equivalent. 
Mr. Fish, who has a belly, is very 
important and regards himself, by 
virtue of his exalted position, as the 
particlar pet of the head dining-saloon 
steward, addresses the audience on 
the glorious future of the United 
States and requests all Rotarians on 
board to meet the next afternoon at 
three o'clock in lounge. 

It is now time for the appearance 
of the big headliner. The big head- 
liner is always some professional 
actor or actress who hasn’t ‘been able 
to land a job for several years and who 
is so homesick for the limelight that 
even standing in front of a taxicab’s 
lamps would be a big kick. The actor 
is generally an inferior music show 
comedian who has been boiled since 
they opened the bar and who is 
headed for some mythical job in a 
London revue, and the actress is gen- 
erally a small-time vaudeville blues 
singer or a radio coloratura who has 
been observed carrying on ‘late at 
night on the boat deck with the as 
sistant purser. With a manner that 

(Continued on page 27) 
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A NEW TEXACO MOTOR OIL 


STILL CLEAR , STILL CLEAN , STILL GOLDEN 





WITH A 
LONGER LASTING "CRACK- PROOF" BODY 








In the Spring of 1926 The Texas Company 
revolutionized motor fuel values for the nation 
by introducing the new and better Texaco 
Gasoline—the original dry gas. Today, main- 
taining its leadership in the petroleum field, 
The Texas Company makes another out- 
standing contribution to the motorized world. 


(See following pages) 







































































TO OUR MILLIONS 
OF CUSTOMERS 


HE TEXAS COMPANY again demonstrates its leadership in the petro- 
leum field with the introduction of a vastly superior, new product — 
a motor oil with a longer life and so clean and pure that it will measur- 
ably improve the performance of any automobile engine. This new oil 
revolutionizes lubrication values as completely as the new and _ better 


vas, revolutionized motor fuels in the 


Texaco Gasoline — the original “dry” g 


Spring of 1926. 

Because of its carefully worked out combination of crudes and special 
processes of refining, this new lubricant is without precedent. It retains all 
the famous characteristics of the former Texaco Golden Motor Oil. It is still 
free from hard carbon-forming elements, free from clogging wax and other 
impurities. It flows freely at zero. In addition to all this it is “Crack-Proof” 
and provides the more complete protection demanded by the high speed, 


high compression automobile engine of today. 
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A CULMINATING ACHIEVEMENT 


in the science ~*d refin ing 





d 


: new “Crack-Proof” Motor Oil represents the culminating achieve- 


ment of years of research and experimentation. An oil of this type has 


long been desired by the automotive world. It remained for The Texas 
Company to perfect a distillation process that enabled them to combine 
all the outstanding qualities of the major crudes in a single motcr oil. 
Because of its world-wide resources and tremendous refining facilities, 
The Texas Company is able to offer this new lubricant today through its 
10,000 dealers located in all our 48 states. 

All Texaco now sold is the new Texaco. It comes in five grades—C, D, E, 
F and G. They correspond in body to the Society of Automotive Engineers 
(S. A. E.) viscosity ratings and cover a sufficient range to give every type of 
automobile engine the maximum in lubricating efficiency. Despite its revolu- 
tionary character and far greater lubricating value, this new and tougher 
Texaco is sold at 30 cents a quart* in all our 48 States. 


30¢ a Quart 
*35¢ for Grade G 


ihe" TEXACO incites 


LONGER-LASTING. . .CRACK- PROOF 


THE TEXAS COMPANY TEXACO PETROLEUM PRODUCTS 






















































JUDGE 


“The trouble with this country is 

















WE DON’T RELAX!!!” 





Why the Groom Always Wears a 
Hunted Expression 


“ Y ou’rE actually going through with 
it, eh? 


it, Well, there’s no use try 
ing to reason with you, I suppose, but 
you and Beth seem so fond of each 
other that I really hate to see the 
friendship end. Ha, ha!” 


“Well, it’s about time you married 
a nice, sweet girl like Elizabeth and 
settled down. You've been spending 
a lot of money on good times, young 
man, but marriage will put a stop to 
that.” 

“So our old friend Ed is going to 
Well, why 
You know 
after the ceremony you won't get a 
chance to do any talking.”’ 


become a blushing groom! 
don’t you say something? 


“Whatever you do, be sure the ring 
is in your pocket. And try not to look 
glum when you're walking toward the 
haltar—I mean altar. Remember, this 
is a day of quick divorces, so why 
worry?” 

“T knew all along she was going to 
land you, old man. That clinging vine 
stuff seldom fails.” 

“You must be awfully good to my 
little girl, Edward. You know she is 
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MEDIEVAL MONKEYBUSINESS 
Somebody puts red ants in the Black 
Knight’s undershirt. 


so frail that we have always let her 
have her own way at home, and if 
you aren't careful to agree with her 
about things, I’m afraid 

. . and may all your troubles be 
little ones!” 


—OrMOND RosBINns 


Land of the Free 


Only America has an Independence 
Day on which a person can get ar- 
rested for taking a drink. 


Then there was the absent-minded 
musician who put a derby over the 
shoe-horn and tried to put on a pair 
of oxfords with his trombone. 


And the only trouble about going to 
a beach for the summer is that when 
you track in a lot of sand you can’t 
blame it on the spinach. 


It’s become easy again to find those 
who haven't lost their jobs. They’re 
all at the ball games. 


We may not have much sex appeal 
but we don’t need a megaphone to 
convince a girl we love her. 


Of all the things that get into 
your mouth and attack your teeth, 
the one that tooth-paste can’t remove 
is a dentist. 





The minister, who grew tired of having his work undone, safeguards the marriage ceremony. 


17 








- 























NIRAL 


- 


> 


~ = 
< \ 
A=te 
\ 


—— ee =a ee ee es at ae 
— — , he » 
—_ eng a ee Tc 
* i : =i. 

ot my a i —— 


PERATING 4 
NHAT H\S ALARY 


SHOULD B=/ 


YACH 


The Quiet Streets of New York 


[t's been said before, but the best 

place to spend your Fourth is New 
York. For some reason on that day 
the noble seven million cram _ into 
cattle trains, pushearts, gocarts and 
mything that rolls and sardine the 
beaches, rocks, rills and roosts, making 
the day hideous with the strain they 
While back in the 
great metropolis you can hear a pin 
drop at the Cross Roads of the World; 
the loneliest place under heaven is the 
top of the Chrysler Building; and 
Central Park turns into an African 
Wild. But what is that quiet, shady 


canyon where it is so lurky you ex 


call pleasure. 


pect a wild animal to jump vou? My 
goodness, its Wall Street. Try the 


old town that day 
> ee 
ill ~ =. 
Sesiaa| 
a + 


that is, not too 
meee 
i; * 
* 












many of you) and 
discover your blue 
heaven. Yessir, 
New York IS the 
best summer resort 
of them all! 


No Parking 
[' ill the cars in 


the world were 
laid end to end, 
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t hey W ould be 
parked. In many 
other words, the 


parking problem 
grows more acute in 
[- New York at least. 
Hydrants ire bein: 


/ rt overlooked: cars do 


S—< not clear off non- 
parking streets at 
—_ proper times; 


trucks 
stop in side streets, 
block clear passage 
ind exhaust profane 
vocabs; cabs h ave 
litters overnight; the rich may loiter 
on the curb while the poor may have 
babies tor all the doorme n or cops 
care—and now there is still a further 
menace. It is the man 
who drives his ear to 
the office. Leaving it in 
front of his building, 
he bribes the elevator + 
starter to tip him off 
when the cops come to 
put a chalk mark on 
the tire. He then descends 
and drives the car around 
the corner, where he wipes 
off the mark, leaves it for 
an hour, goes to fetch it 
and returns it to its for 
mer parking space. And 
so on far, far into the day. 
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The only solution I see is to develop 
1 cop with a thousand eves and legs 
who could be at all places at once or 
abolish cars and use 
roller skates. 
cycle covered sidecar taxi? 


motoreveles or 
And why not a motor- 


The Life Saver on the Links 
Grocep you have smashed all your 


available tees through dub drives; 
or should you find yourself marooned 
around the thirteenth hole with your 





last tee head guillotined, instead of 
making mud pies, reach for a Life 
Saver. Any flavor will do, and you 
can tee up perfectly with one of them. 
My old punny weakness tells me that 
the peppermint-flavored variety will 
give more pep to the drive, and I’m 
trying to work out something about a 
hole-in-one, but haven't succeeded yet. 
Be thankful for small things. 


Night Life Notes 


[™ about to go completely pansy 

and write about cullid sheets and 
piller-cases. But, after all, I have my 
faith to keep with my followers (who 
said o yeah?) and serve only the cream 
of the high hat. This, then, is a naney 
complaint to the effect that there have 
been in garish display for some time 
blue, green, and valler bed linens, but 
not black. Well, what about the man 
who married a blond wife? The Na- 
tional Academy of Design, supported 
by George Luks, Rembrandt, Jack 
Holmgren and Ed Graham, tell me 
that black and blond go _ together. 
Hence it would seem that a bedroom 


JAAR 


done entirely in black—black wall- 
paper, rugs, hangings, furniture and 
night scenes, would give that touch 
Dad demands from his preferred 
stock. (Query: what would a black- 
and-blond eve mean to you?) My 
color bearers also lithp that red 
haired wives go well with green, and 
that brunettes stay up later than 
blondes. You see, blondes are asked 
more places before marriage and only 
marry for rest. Brunettes prefer 
night clubs. 


Hints for the Home Homier 


fre the bridge fiend who can’t stop 

to eat, I have designed the Frigid- 
aire in the shape of a bridge table. 
Reach under and grab a handful of 
spinach or crawl into the ice compart- 
ments to cool off after post-mortems. 


Add Rackets 
N°’ it appears that those delicious 


baby lobsters they give away 
with the table d’héte at most speak 
easies (to help sell the moist goods) 
are bootlegged. If you will consult 










your encyclopedia, you will find it 
against the law to retain any baby 
lobsters found in the lobster pots. 
They must be thrown back. But what 
matters it if a little law is broken in 
the protective shade of a dweat big 
law such as the XVIIIth Amend 
ment? And who molests the new-fash- 
ioned saloons any more? Hence the 
new and pleasantly palatable racket 
of bootlegging Mrs. Lobster’s gifts to 
Mr. Volstead’s Tonies. 

In the fall, of course, the racket 
will include young, and tender and 
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2 old file of Jupar, 
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forbidden game ot all sorts. When 
you come to think of it, with a little 
Delmonico taste, the speakeasy could 
become a gourmet cente r, replacing 
the fine eating place s of old. 

Lest we forget, the latest trend in 
hush parlors is to have women op- 
erating them. Thus they range 
from the Italian Garden in the 
Village, run by a widow and 














six, to the very nobby one 
uptown, designed as a stock 
broker’s offices and run by 
two large-eyed French 
gals who have a monkey 
around, probably a direct 
jibe at exchange gam- 
blers. I look forward to 
one done in chintzes, with 
dainty doilies, nice tat 
ting around the checks, 
and one of those movie- 
palace perfume-sprayers. 


The old-time mahogany aS Ser" ha iygnante ——_ 
drifts further into the Dont LET SUNMOR Kip Yu! : 
past! HISSIS. THE. WAY HE WRoIE THAT 
HOOY ABONT, “THERE'S No SUMMER 
Phil Baker, That RESORT LIKE SEN teas 
: Goneff NACH AMAT Pm 


‘ince Phil Baker has shown such 
good taste in selecting the source 
for his box-to-stage patter in the cur 


dear old Moneybags Morgan pulled. 
When someone asked him how much it 
would cost to run a yacht, the intrepid 
rent Artists and Models, this clown old millionaire answered with an in 
sheet prefers to waive its rights to a 


» 


trepid twinkle in his intrepid eye: 
“Young man, if you have to think of 
-_ salary. Phil “bor how much it costs to run a yacht—you 

4 y// a rows’ the one we can’t run a yacht!” 
S *~UM ) recently ran about * * 


percentage of his 


* 
Be Incidentally the height of some- 
thing or other would be to try to run 


ay, the Scotchman who 
EeveRS \ helped his friend 


out with his Income “a second-hand yacht on any income. 
/ tax by coming to : ‘ 
live with him as a 
dependent. And Best Steppers 
since they all do it Bge-Re Recs Along—Ohman & 
without a tiny blush Arden—Victor. 
Kiss Me With Your Eyes Selvin 
Columbia. 
my old contention Be Careful With Those Eyes & 
that all you need to” Singing a Song to the Stars—Lom 
go into vodvil is an bardo—Columbia. 
Cheer Up & I Remember You from 
Somewhere—Selvin—Columbia. 
Dancing With Tears in My Eyes— 
Shilkret—Victor. 


of shame or a gun, 
it only bears out 


a nasal tenor, a 
saftig cutie, and, as the French say, a 


sonnee boy. JupaGe, Jr. 


Bad Ship News 
S° many of my hoi- 


polloi readers are 
writing to inquire 
whether it is possible to 
operate a yacht on a 
thirty-five-dollar-a- week 
salary, I seize the oppor- - = ( : 
tunity to put down the pos —_ te ee - 


one -that’s - always - good 


BRILL/ANT 


LANENDER! 
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t is common knowledge that a 
book critic always is a disap- 
pointed poet, that a dramatic 
critic is a soured failure with a trunk 
full of unproduced plays and that a 
movie critic starts his yapping the 


day he is fired from Hollywood. In 
contradiction to this accepted theory, 
allow me to make a true confession. 
This morning I got off a train after 
a week of rest and fat living. I felt 
more than pleased with myself after 
a hearty meal; it was a cool morning, 
and I was in duty bound to do noth- 
ing except visit a few movie houses 
and then stroll leisurely home and re- 
I felt truly sorry for 
less fortunate workers of the city. I 


port on them. 


actually considered myself lucky. 
First I went to see a movie called 
“Rough Romance.” After the first 
few minutes I felt sure I had seen it 
before, and after a while I realized 
that it was exactly like one of the 
first movies ever made in this coun- 
try. Perhaps you saw it. It was a 
short film turned out by Griffith with 
none other than Lillian Gish as the 
little Nell of the lumber camp, who 
is loved silently but strongly by 
The city sucker 
comes to the lumber camp and eyes 
the little mountain flower with no 
good purpose in mind, although Nell’s 


Lionel Barrymore. 


pale blue, innocent eyes fail to read 
the evil message in his red orbs. He 
Lionel and the 
boys follow down the river, and right 


carries her away. 


wins in the end. 

“Rough Romance” differs slightly 
from the original version of this Nell 
of the lumberjacks’ story in that there 
is a log jam. 
and after a few minutes I knew where 
that came from—the producer has 
merely used the old sub-titles. In- 
stead of waiting for ten minutes, as 
was necessary in the old day for the 
title to be read aloud to the children, 
the characters now speak right out. 


There also is dialogue, 


However, the words are the same. 
“Surely you can’t mean that?” “I 
love you, you little devil”; “Take that, 
you rat,” ete. 





JUDGE 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


Bt while “Rough Romance” was 

just so much time wasted, I real- 
ize that the movies are showmen to 
the world and that this particular 
show was not intended for the portion 
of the population of the world that 
reads, writes, or talks in words of two 
syllables. So I went to see a movie 
called “Beau Bandit.” I immediately 
thought I had gone back to the same 
theatre because the dialogue sounded 
familiar. However, I soon found that 
there was some difference in the story, 
although I assure you the dialogue 
fits both pictures. In “Beau Bandit,” 
Rod La Rocque, who has a peculiar 
way of filtering words slowly through 
his strong, handsome teeth, is none 
other than that old English hero, 
Robin Hood. He not only rescues the 
girl he loves, but he gives her boy 
friend couldn’t ask 
much more of a bandit. 


money. You 


B* this time it was high noon. The 

wind had died down and it was 
hot. I got something to eat and then 
started out again. This time I went 
to see a thing called “The Bad One,” 
and it more than made up for the 
wasted morning. Unfortunately I got 
in the theatre just in time to catch 
all the short two-reel entertainment. 
First there was a thing called ‘Back 





Recommended 
“All Quiet On the Western Front’’—A 


h 


eavy, gruesome pageant that retains 
none of the pl poignancy of t 
best-seller 

“Applause” —Becau t mtains the 
only interesting lirection of many 
nonths ' 


“The Devil's Holiday’—Smart and 
cted hort-story ( 


well-dire S romance. 


“He Knew Wemen”—Smart unusual 
dialogue makes this adapted play worth 


, 


-eing 


“Journey’s End” —The best movie and 
the best acting of the year. 


“Old and New”—Because Eisenstein, 


the Russian, did Silent. 


“Shadow of the Law”—Simple and ac- 
curate melodrama,’ with intelligent 
direction, 
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Home,” a tribute from the Publix com 
pany and the Paramount company to 
Rear Admiral Richard Byrd. (At 
least the title said it was a tribute.) 
A sobbing voice announced via_ the 
film that Byrd was on his way home 
and that there could be no sleep for 
the patriotic until he had at last really 
touched foot again on old American 
soil. A male chorus then sang a song, 
“Back Home,’ while the movie 
showed some odd shots of the Armis 
tice parade and the By rd camp in the 
Antarctic. The words went ‘“‘Here’s 
to you, Richard Byrd, and we are 
proud of you, and we are glad that 
you are home, and proud of our coun 
try, too,” or something like that. 

After this inspiring tribute, and a 
handsome thing it is, too, on the part 
of Paramount, to go to all that trou 
ble, there was another two-reel thing 
called “Jazz” or something like that. 
A fat man, supposed to be a profes 
sor, came out and played what was 
supposed to be a classic piece, and 
after he had finished a lot of ratty 
looking young musicians played a fox 
trot. About this time I got a severe 
attack of indigestion and had to leave 
the theatre. I can’t tell you what the 
other short subjects were, as I got 
back just in time to see the beginning 
of “The Bad One.” 

For thirty minutes there is nothing 
to this movie except a sparring match 
between Dolores Del Rio and Ed- 
mund Lowe. 
is a water-front dancer. 
jump to conclusions 


He is a sailor and she 
(But don’t 
she dances for 
the sailors merely to support an old 
grandmother and three uncles.) After 
a few feeble rounds of this sparring, 
the characters suddenly fall desper- 
ately in love—just like that. On their 
wedding day a sailor, who had formed 
the wrong impression of Miss Del Rio 
after seeing her do a ‘dance in a one- 
piece bathing suit, comes to her room 
bearing gifts. He attacks her—Mr. 
Lowe hits and kills him. 

After this the plot becomes compli 
cated. There is a prison, and the 

(Continued on page 31) 
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“Hey! Careful now with that lighted cigarette, Bert.” 
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Another Menace 


pure, sweet 


Sues just a 
untouched by 


little 


with the 


She believes, 
Saturday Evening 
that— 
something 


yin 1s 


Broadway. 


on 
a swindle. 





FAVES, Te 


life’s vicissitude 
naiveté 
“wae vaentiaen 
Post heroine, 


A double 
avoided by smoking Luckies. 

Vermouth is one of the states. 

Absinthe makes the heart grow 
fonder. 

Rubens is a sandwich shop famed 


9Z \ 


= 
Ss 
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to be 


Freud is 
Winchell is an automobile accessory. 
: A bronchial tube is a subway to the 
Cap Your name? Bronx. 
Rookire- Joe Byrd. Beware of her, Mr. Carroll! 
Cap—Your rank? Hyman R. Conen, 
Rookte—I know it. Detroit City College °32 
—Lovuise PETERSON, : 
Cooper Union 730 
Tempus Fugit 
watch )—As 


Prof. (looking at his 
we have a few minutes, I should like 
to have someone ask a question that is 


hothering him. 
Stude—What time is it, please? 
Natuan, St. John’s ’33 





“So you had an uncle 
fusing to desert his post at the radio 


drowned?” 


Y 
y Y if ¢ 
Vy on Was he 
LL Le “No — someone 
; through the window!” 
F. N. Beaven, 
—ARTHUR SILVERBLATT 
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Fare enough!! 
Joun Rupe, 


DePauw ’30 








threw 


Wabash 72! 
, Harvard ’30 





4 who died re 
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Samson pitches a game of horse-shoes 
George Washington U. 





a United States Senator over the 


with a club. 


a brick 








EXPERIMENTS 


NoBLE 


In Washington it is a crime to hit 


4 head 


I. N. Beaven, Wabash ’29, and 
Harvard ’30 


ARTHUR SILVERBLATT, 


What to Do After the House 
Party Girls Leave 


Check up on bank account 
Write letters of apology to neigh 


bors. 
Finish that half-pint. 
Re-sod the lawn. 
Send tux to cleaner’s. 


on broken win 


Collect insurance 
dows. 

Remove rest of varnish from grand 
piano and make arrangements with 


the piano factory. 
rell Dean that you were planning 


anyway. 
LeNNox, Jr. 
Wisconsin Us 


leay ing school, 


on 
—CaL 


9 
oe 


"29 


—Row.Lanp Lyon, 
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Where to shoot off Roman candles 
on the Fourth of July. 
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AUVGING™ BOOKS 


[ere is just about nothing wrong 
with Gilmore Millen’s first novel, 
“Sweet Man,” except that it is dedi- 
eated to Carl Van Vechten. For it 
promptly suggests—what with the 
number of ‘‘Porgies” and “Scarlet Sis- 
ter Marys” around—something written 
because “it was the thing to write.” 
But no. “Sweet Man” has something 
more than the recent black-wash in 
which we've been more or less pleas- 
antly immersed. It is the lowdown 
on African “love” in the sense they 
don’t use the word in Boston. 

It is the life history of John Henry, 
born high-yaller on a Miss’ssippi 
fahm and destined to swagger his 
way through the womenkind of the 
world by virtue of a Bremen-load of 
carnal urge, an unegotistic eye and 
a quietness before white injustice. 
Right and left the gals fall for him, 
heaping gigolo comforts on him. His 
life covers a million scenes of excite- 
ment—from hot doin’s down home to 
a trip into white man’s heaven when 
he becomes chauffeur to a Los Ange- 
les blonde queen. 

You may gather from the above 
that we were more interested in nature, 
than in the art of “Sweet Man.” 
Well, our understanding of the black 
man’s art has always been his pure 
physical lustfulness as expressed in 
all his craze for blues, religion, laugh- 
ter, rhythm and all the other things 
Gilbert Seldes used to write about be- 
fore he went arty on us and sold him- 
self to Bernarr Macfadden. 

Incidentally it wasn’t many years 
ago a novelist took about five hundred 
pages to describe the events leading 
up to a single seduction. ‘Sweet 
Man” has one to a page. Evolution 
is a strange thing, isn’t it, Mrs. 
Cabot? 


Hickman Powell’s “Last Paradise” 
is what we book blurbers call “escape 
literature.” In a heart-breaking way 
it presents Bali, a voleanic spot in the 
Dutch East Indies, a brown man’s 
heaven untouched by the damp hand 
of the missionary, the trader, the 
motion-picture camera or the subway 
rush hour. Simple, unclothed and 
tranquil are the lives led by these 
charming, quiet aborigines, full of 
dancing, color and primeval laziness. 
(Does this sound like a steamship ad- 
vertisement? Sorry. That's the way 
it is.) Bali, of course. will go white- 
man eventually, but in the meantime 
it’s there for you who want to get 


24 


away from it all. 
we find is that those who want to get 
away never have the boat fare to Par 
adise. Also, after reading this ex 
quisite travelog, we wonder whether 
we could get along without our radio, 
tooth-brushes and bootleg. 


The only trouble 


One of the first mysteries of th 
hour is why, as soon as it gets hot, the 
Book Clubs issue ten-ton fare. Thus 
we have J. T. Adams’ “The Adams 
Family” and E. D. Martin’s “Lib- 
erty” from the Book-of-the-Month 
Club and Literary Guild in the same 
month. Aside from the fact that both 
are well-written, worthy books—it 
seems that the first is a ballyhoo for 
such a splendid, public-minded, ideal 
istic family—we couldn’t work up a 
terrific, passionate interest in it for 
some reason (possibly because we've 
had a few drunkards, criminals and 
no-goods in our own); and the latter 
is simply too abstract for our powers 
of concentration while the thermome- 
ter boils. 


No book that contains, as does 
Doubleday-Doran’s latest ‘““‘Week-End 
Book,” Maugham’s entire “Of Hu- 
man Bondage,” Morley’s “Where the 
Blue Begins” and a flock of other lit 
erary wows, could possibly be a poor 
one. But we have a complaint to 
make. Most of us have read every- 
thing in the current ‘“Week-End 
Book” and we crave new worlds. 
Why not -make the next week-end 
book a collection of entirely new nov 
els, plays and stories? In the mean 
time, for those who aren’t familiar 
with what’s in the present, by all 
means, go for it. Just think, several 
novels for the price of one. Imagine 
what a sale the book will have in 
guess-what-country. 


Marlowe's “Love Accident” is En- 
glish sophistication 4 la Huxley, but 
without Huxley’s meanness. It tells 
the story of a disillusioned lad after 
the war who is pursued by women and 
doesn't like it. It comes out according 
to Lasky in the end and is generally 
amusing along the way. What could 
be nicer for your summer reading? 


Dora Macy’s “Night Nurse” is 
readable trash. You may throw the 
book into the ash can several times on 
the way through, but it won’t rest 
there for good until you've finished it. 


—Trp SHANE 
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“But, Mr. Peasley, how would a girl get preferred 


stock?” 


Pay Dirt 


A few reasons why we don’t care 
if we never ask the Boss for another 


raise: 


“B' t—ahem—surely, Harrison, you 


mustn’t expect us to become 
charitable just because you want to 


get married?” 


“My boy, I'll have you know I 
worked ten years at my first job be- 
fore my pay was increased.” 


‘Just at this time when we are mak- 
ing every effort to cut down our over- 
head it comes as an ill-advised move 
on your part—” 


“This company always takes its 
young men’s futures to heart and | 
can truthfully say that we have had 
our eye on you for a long time, but 
we don’t feel that your work lately 
has merited any immediate financial 
recognition on our part.” 


“Raise, my eye!! Let me tell you 
something, young fella, you're darn 
lucky to even have a job. Some of 
you guys around here must think this 
is a Home for Loyal Baseball Fans. 
Now, get outta my office!” 


“Well, er—yes, I 
manage that. Suppose we give you 
ten dollars more a week. Then with 
this sum you can buy some Preferred 
Stock in the company. We always 
like to feel our employees have a 
share in our success. No, you don’t 
have to worry; we'll take it out of 
your check every week.” 


“No! 


think we can 


—Rex DEANE 
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ASTRONOMER 


News From the Summer Resorts 


‘peciaL ConsTaBLeE Setu Powers will handle the crowds 
at the telephone booth of The Grandview Hotel every 
evening at 8:30 when reduced long-distance rates go into 
effect. 
A bus from The Spiegel-by-the-Sea met the 4:32 train 
yesterday afternoon at 


& 


an unprotected crossing about a 
mile from the station. 

Dogs will be boarded at the Hotel Donnerundblitzen at 
the following rates per wee k: Pekinese, $5; French poodl ¥ 
Collie, $8; Dachshund, 60c per inch. 

“Improved Service” is the motto at The Swamproot Inn 
this summer. Rufe Howitzer. clerk, porter, head-waiter, 
bellhop and owner, will also function as night watchman 
this season. 


$6: Police dog, $7; 


An unusual innovation is promised by the captain of the 
8 o'clock Night Boat. Instead of playing his searchlight 
on couples along the shore for the amusement of his pas 
sengers, he will play his searchlight on his passengers for 
the amusement of couples along the shore. —A. L. L. 


’s Wire—If you’re looking for a name for that new 


star you just discovered, why not name it after the hotel she lives in? 
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Mr. Len has held, fourteen times, the Vational 
Those who follow t s department of Jud anll we 
n nd | ” en f | 
Lenz will welcome rrespondence from Judae 
related to Auction and Contract p led correspon 


N almost every session of Bridge 

some situation crops up that ap 
pears unusual and rare. Players of 
considerable experience will say: “I 
don't know what to do with this 
hand.” It is this “infinite variety” 
that lures and fascinates the thinker 
and seeker. 

Many of the toughest puzzlers do 
not require a knowledge of the diffi 
cult “Coups”’ and “Squeezes”’ to pro 
duce results. Often such simple strat 
egy as keeping the lead out of a 
certain hand is the one thing essen 
tial, and yet players who consider 
that day a total loss where they have 
missed their rubber of Bridge will lose 
games that might be easily won with 
ecrrect tactics. 

Last week’s hand: 
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The Bidding 

WEST NORTH EAST 


SOUTH 


3 Clubs} 3 Spades 


—d — 






2 Spades Pass 








t Spades Pass Pass Pass | 


a | 





The bidding was conventional and 
needs no comment other than, at Auc- 
tion, the declaration would probably 
have been secured at three Spades in- 
stead of four. 

West did not have a hand that con- 
tained a desirable opening lead, so 
compromised by leading a trump. 

Right at the first play the De- 
clarant should take cognizance of the 
danger that lurks in East obtaining 


LY @ 


and Internatior 
*rstand 2 







LENZ = 


ridae and Whist Championships. 
why Wilbus Vhitehead has said: “Sidney 


* and answer questions 
/ 


ients send stamped addressed envelopes for reply. 


the lead and massacring the King of 
Clubs. 

If two Clubs, one Heart and one 
Diamond are lost, a perfectly good 
game hand will be totally ruined. 

The best way to safeguard ‘the 
hand is to win with the nine of Spades 
and lead a low Diamond. Even if 
East holds the ten and a higher honor, 
As the 


cards were distributed, East played 


he may not put up the ten. 


the five and South properly finessed 
the eight. Of course, there was no 
real hope of winning the trick, but if 
West held the Ace of Hearts, as the 
bidding indicated, the King of Clubs 
was in no danger until he was pre 
pared to voluntarily resign. West won 
the trick with the ten and came along 
with another trump which South took 
with the Queen, played the Ace of 
Diamonds and followed with a Heart. 
Dummy now held enough re-entry 
cards to set up the Diamonds by 
trumping the third round and then 
obtaining the lead on a Heart ruff; 
two Clubs were discarded. 

There was really nothing that the 
enemy could have done at any stage 
of the game to defeat the contract, al- 
Ways provided that the Declarant was 
on his mettle. 

A deal that needed considerable 
more ingenuity to land the game, on a 
doubled contract of four Spades, was 
the following: 





®AQI1082 
V842 

OK I5 

410 


Play it double-dummy, if you will, 
but don’t be satisfied with less than 
game. 
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“This is the last time I'll do any 
flag-pole sitting on the Fourth of 
July!” 
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“Would you just keep an eye on 
Susie a minute?” 
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The Theatre 
(Continued from page 16) 
betrays clearly 
tively superiority to 
the preceding performers, the artist 


a conviction of posi- 
unmentionable 


or artiste in question does his or her 
stuff, during the process taking the 
offered by the 
stances to get a bit facetiously famil- 
iar with certain of the swells on board 
who have held their noses in the air 


zdvantage circum- 


when they have passed one or the 
other of them on the deck. Then, at 
the conclusion, the bald-headed idiot 
gets up again, cracks a couple of even 
feebler jokes, thanks the performers 
for their kindness in appearing at the 
concert, asks a good-night round of 
applause all around, and the big event 
18s over. 

The big event is over, that is, save 
for the Nick. No sooner has the 
bald-head subsided than a herd of 
little female pests, offspring of the 
Cook’s tourists on the passenger list, 
spring up in all directions holding 
small baskets in the audience’s face 
and requesting in piping voices that 
lucre be forthcoming. If one vouch- 
safes a mere dollar bill for the great 
treat, a supercilious look crosses the 
brats’ features and they turn on their 


heels with a contemptuous flirt of 
their little rears. Only a fiver is good 
for a rewarding smile, though two- 


fifty may sometimes spare one humili 
ation. The collection finished, every- 
body repairs again to the bar, where 
the music show comedian gets more 
pickled than ever, falls down three or 
four times, and eventually—along to- 
ward three o’clock—has to be put 
forcibly to bed, still yelling his head 
off, by one of the smoking-room stew- 
ards. 


Nathan Recommends 


“The Green Pastures” (Mansfield)—The God 
f the Negro imagination as imagined by 
the MM. Connelly and Bradford A fantasy 
with many elements of interest 


“The Last Mile” (Harris)—-Stirring melo- 
drama, admirably staged, concerned with an 
lectrocution and a jail revolt. 


“Strictly Dishonorable” (Avon)—A_ seduc 
ion that goes awry in boozy surroundings 
Entertaining comedy. 


George M. Cohan Repertoire (Fulton) 
George M. at the top of his form. 


“Strike Up the Band” (Times Square)— 
Some excellent buffoonery by that star clown, 
Bobby Clark. 


“Sons co’ Guns” (Imperial)—The droll Dona- 
hue dances and jokes his way through an 
amusing show. 


“Fifty Million Frenchmen” 
best points here are the 
room cracks. 


“Flying High” (Apollo)—Low 
some swift ensemble hoofing 


(Lyric)—The 


lyrics and bar- 


comedy plus 


Nathan Recommends—with 
Reservations 


“The First Mrs. Fraser” (Playhouse)—St. 
John Ervine’s comedy deserves better treat- 
ment than it is now getting from the acting 
troupe 


“Lost Sheep” (Selwyn)—Bordello farce, some 
of it good for laughs. 
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THE BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM IS ORGANIZED TO GIVE CONSTANTLY IMPROVED SBRVICE. 
ACCURATE, EASY TO USE 














What you want of the telephone... 
it is our business to give 


An Advertisement of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


WHEN you order a telephone, you want 
it put in promptly. During the last five 
years the average length of time needed 
to have a telephone installed has been 
cut nearly in half. 

You want quick and accurate service, 
free from trouble. Good as the service 
was five years ago, today there are a third 
less troubles per telephone. During this 
same period there have been marked in- 
creases in the already high percentage of 
perfectly transmitted conversations. 

When you make a toll call, you want 
a prompt, clear connection. Five years 
ago 70 per cent of all toll and long dis- 
tance calls were handled while the calling 
person remained at the telephone. Today 
all but a very small per cent are 
handled this way. 

The Bell System is organized to 
give constantly improved service. 





Several thousand persons in the Bell Lab- 
oratories are engaged in research that im- 
proves the material means of telephony. 
The Western Electric Company, with 
plants at Chicago, Kearny, N. J.,and Balti- 
more, specializesin the manufactureof pre- 
cision telephone equipment of the highest 
quality. From its warehouses all over the 
country, it supplies the millions of deli- 
cate parts for Bell System apparatus. 

The operation of the System is carried 
on by 24 Associated Companies, each 
attuned to the area it serves. The staff 
of the American Telephone and Telegraph 
Company is continually developing better 
methods for the use of these operating 
companies. Your telephone service today 
is better than ever before. The 
organized effort of the Bell System 
is directed toward making it even 
better tomorrow. 











We are 
issues of Judge listed below in order to 
complete our record files. 


interested in purchasing the 


1909: December 4 
1911: May 13 and 20 
1920: January 17 


If you know where these issues can be 
obtained, please write 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 
18 East 48th St., New York City 




















NICLAIR 


Lexington Avenue 
49 th to 50 th Sts.NY 


800 Sunlit Rooms 

* with Bath and RADIO 

Single §3 t0$5~Double$4 t0%6 
Suites 1OtolZ 


Attractive Monthly Rates 
S.Gregory Taylor, President 
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BUTCHART 
~NICHOLLS 


GOLF 
CLUBS 


FULL LINE OF 
WODDS AND IRONS 
ASK YOUR PRO - HE SELLS THEM 


























BUTCHART-NICHOLLS CO. SPRINGDALE.CONN. 














HOTEL 


SHER 


tN THE HEART OF THE LOOP 
WITH NEW GARAGE FOR 
YOUR CONVENIENCE 


1700 ROOMS 


SINGLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$2.50, $3.00, $4.00 & $5.00 


DOUBLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$4.00, $5.00, $6.00 & $8.00 








RANDOLPNn CLARK 
LAKE & LA SALLE 
STREETS 











HOWARD DRIZZLE 
TROY, VERMONT 
SELF BY THE 

FIVE FEET 


DOWN SET 
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LIFTED HIM- 


BOOTSTRAPS 
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IN 1903 AND HASNT 


GOT 
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— = by the roots. 
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Phas Colerado by C.J. Rose 
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“Pardon me- 


I’m looking for a golf ball.” 
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FROM THE 


FOUR CORNERS 


.... they come 


P. ind Bombay 


| good law. 








far removed from each other and | 


both further removed from Detroit... yet 


j ' Cc ’ 
7 ranagom perusal of the Seward s room 


recoras for a single aay discloses 3U 


Travelers from th e far en ds of the world 


. men and women visiting Detroit for 


the first time . . . proceed to the Seward 


invariably and wisely, for no other hotel 
in the Motor Me lis 


tor iVietropolis is sO Cc 


nveni- 
ently located to the principal automobile 


and manufacturing plants. The General 


A A 


1 j 
Motors and Fisher buildings .. .t DuSsINg 


| 
| 


the hea Jquarters of industries valued in 
Lt e | ( ss i | | | | 
mNHHOonS .. . are Out five short OIOCKS Aise- 
S 1 | 1 | 
tant. supper ciubs... fashionable shops 


and theatres beckon nearby. 
Living at the Sew 


troit: in an atmos- 


heart of dynamic Detroit; 


l f f. . 
pnere of refinement... fine service and 


' 
sincere hospita ity. 


HOTEL 
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W.E. SNYDER, Mor. 
59 SEWARD AVENUE, 





DETROIT 


6 units with 
tu and shower 

side ex- 
posure and {two 
or more wine 
dows. Rooms as 
low as $2.50 per 
day. suites 
$6.50 and up- 


wards 





ard means being in the 
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Balloons, Bombs and Boloney 
(Continued from page 9) 


“TI don’t see why we don’t celebrate 
the Constitution the same as we do 
Graduation Day and Admiral Byrd,” 
said the delegate from Rhode Island. 

The Speaker replied: “About all’s 
important in it is Article 1, Section 2, 
Paragraph 4: “The Vice-President of 
the United States shall be President 
of the Senate while the President is 
fishing in the Rapidan.’ ‘i 


“I think that calls for a demonstra- | 
tion of some kind,” said the delegate | 


from Connecticut. 

“You can say what you want about 
the Fourth of July, but I think the 
Third Amendment ought to be 
amended. ‘No soldier shall, 
in time of peace, be quartered in any 
house without the consent of the 
owner ion 

“Well,” said the Speaker, “that’s a 
You wouldn’t want to find 
an uninvited machine-gunner in your 
clothes-closet on a dark night, would 
you?” 

“30 isn’t that,” replied the delegate 
from New York, looking over some 
“But I think there 
ought to be a law to keep moths out 
of it too.” 

“Gee! don’t tell Borah about it or 
he’ll want to revise the whole Decla- 
ration of Independ nee, the Constitu- 
tion of the United States and the 
words and music of ‘The Star-Span 
gled Banner,” said the Speaker ex- 
citedly. 

“How about a little drink, boys?” 
asked the delegate from New York. 

“Huzzah!” everybody yelled. 


It Says: 





old autographs. 


The Speaker held up a warning 
finger and said: “Ssh! ... Not so 
loud, fellows. It’s against the 
to huzzah on the Fourth of July with- 
out a- permit.” 





Notice 


If you know of any such freak 


laws as appear on page 12 of 
send them to 


and you will receive $5 for any 


this issue, Jupa: 


that we are able to use. 

The contributors of the laws 
appearing in this issue and to 
whom we have paid $5 each are: 


Herbert L. Hart, Ann Arbor, 
Mich. 

Miss Emma _ Lockwick, Joliet, 
Ill. 

C. D. O'Connor, Holyoke, Mass. 

J. E. Sherwood, Chapel Hill, 
nN. ¢. 

E. L. Turberg, New York City. 





law 














tiny cut 
has taken 
lives 


vvvyv 


Dont 
take chances 


Use 


“Mother—come quick!” It's when that 
frightened call comes, that the Rexall 
First-aid Kit proves quite invaluable. 
Each of these wonders of compactness 
and efficiency contains iodine, surgical 
plaster, absorbent cotton, antiseptic 
gauze, and gauze pads, spirits of am- 
monia, scissors, picric acid for burns, 
eye-dropper, tweezers, and bandages 
At all Rexall Drug 
Stores which includes Liggett and Owl 


Stores; there is one conveniently near 


of various widths. 


you. 


SAVE 


with 


SAFETY 


7 at your ) 


DRUG 
STORE 




















Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 163 Horizontal 


1, One of those little black things often found in a water- 
melon. 
{ 2 3 5 G 7 8 9 10 | ] }2 15 10. It took some horse power to raise this. 
14. The end of a Robin song 
15. A stag party. 
14 15 16 16. Another fairy tale villain. 
7. This caused quite a stir in Chicago 
18. Every good dresser always has this. 
19. This might be otherwise. 
17 18 19 20. This used to be a heavyweight but after reverses and a 
backward spell it is now almost nothing. 
21. It takes this kind of a man to get anything across on 
Broadway. 
20 21 MQ 22. This was made in a hurry 
23. This abbreviation was put in for brilliant thinkers. 
(How about yourself ? 
93 oo 2% 24. The girl from Idaho. 
25. How under the sun did you get thi 
26. These are out to improve the world by degrees 
30. Half way along the ladder 
26 27 % DD % 31 39 33. The villain from fairyland 
35. There seems to be plenty of salt here so th ey are accing 
some pepper 
33 4] 35 % 36. <A get together of several lines (plur 
37. A company that prefers sheets to blanket 
38. This is in bad. 
39. A quick way of making tasty must 
37 x9 O 40. These make wonderful friends—they are farseeing. shut 
up when necessary and will wink at any misdoings 
41. What the rich child fell int 
42. This is what William does 
aL 2 43 $4. An S curve made this smash 
45. These go from town to town (abbr 
46. The kind of a man that fails to keep an engagement 
45 6 47 48. Cross-word puzzle atmosphere 
49. Don’t make a mistake and do thi 
50. This started antagonistically when it began answering 
51. Fall in line! 
50 54. Her late husband left her this way 
57. This has been defined before 
58. As long as there are beauty shops women will never do 


51 [52 [53 A 155 156 57 Thee 
59. These fresh things should be executed 
60. A lot of grief 
61. The last word in good service 
58 5D 6§2 \ face that shows the lines of time 
63. An ancient order of Chicagoans 
64. This is good for tire trouble 
63 65. This should be preserved for the future. 
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Vertical 


1. Some people like to pass away their time in the company 
of this man 

2. This is a foolish thing 

3. Is not able (contr 


A 65 
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Submitted by Catherine MacMillan, Chicago, Ill, Judge pays $10 for 
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EXTRA! NEW EDITION! 


Announcing 
Judge’s Second 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book 


Ever since the first book of Cross-Word Puzzles from 
JUDGE appeared and a cheering audience learned that 
“a kick in the pants" in four letters was no longer 


“boot” but “pint,” the brighter fans have been champing 
their wits in impatience for another such collection of 
flip and fascinating puzzles. Here they are—fifty of the 
most amusing that our contributors have yet devised for 
the divertissement of readers who, having developed a 
nose for gnus, are ready to pursue livelier games. 





° ' " No less than two distinguished authorities bow in this 
"Watta lie and that's the truth, spritely collection. The foreword is by M. Lincoln Schuster, 
raucously roared the infuriated of Simon and Schuster, the Great White Fathers of 
golfer at his grinning caddy, who cross-word puzzle books, and the introduction by the 
diplomatically replied, "You'll world-famed Frank Sullivan. 
forget os troubles, sir, at the Order Your Copy Now! Fifty new puzzles, five thousand 
19th hole if you ask for new laughs, all for $1.50. 






JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Ine., 7-5-30 
| 18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 
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The Tang of Good Old Ale ac 


At the better clubs, hotels and restaurants Adler enctastnliaiaten 
Bottled only at the brewery of Cy it be “GAR Uae GON Ins it” tins ate scdete ‘Witi’ bs’ ie 


HAFFENREFFER & CO., Boston, Mass. | : immediotsly theseattes.) 
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THE LETTERS 


of 


MARION FISHER 


Dear Hortense: 


S= years ago you and | were Lohen- 
grinning at Dorothy Dayton's wedding. 
Remember how | said that Dorothy was 
like a Royal Northwest Mounted Po- 
liceman because she always Got Her 
Man? There, there, don't shoot! 
Every year since the amalgamation 
I've sent them 


some remembrance. 
Once if was a_ bless-thee-my-children 
note. One year | sent Dot a cook book. 


Last year | let Western Union do my 
thinking (1 heard that!) and sent them 
a canned blurb. Dot knows I'm poor 
as‘ a church mouse (though not nearly 
as religious) and she expects nothing 
costly. It's the spirit, etc. 

Then came this year. | racked my 
brains. | gnawed my nails. And then, 
voila, came the answer to a bridesmaid's 
prayer. Here's how | figured it: After 
six years of married life, what is most 
essential? Answer: A sense of humor. 
How can one [or two who have been 
merged into one) attain it? Answer: 
By reading JUDGE. 

So | sent them a subscription to JUDGE 
and it pleased them so much that they've 
invited me to spend a week with them 
in July. And that's that! Come over 
some night soon and we'll listen to the 
neighbors’ radios together! 


Joyously yours, 


fotee eae — 


* *& & 
A subscription to JUDGE is the gra- 


cious gift for wedding anniversaries . . . 
for birthdays . . . for hastening the re- 
covery of a sick friend . . . for any oc- 
casion where the gift should reflect the 
good taste and originality of the giver. 
Surely someone you know deserves such 
a gift ...mnow. That's why the con- 
venient coupon is placed below. 


UDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. 7-5-3230 
is East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 
Dear Judge 
Please send Judge weckly for 
© 1 year $ ) 
@ 2 years 
ee 
Addre 
> ae State 


for which enclosed please find my check 





4. Just a little butter, please 

5. The end of war 

6. What the poor working girl would like to be part of the 
time 

This is not far away. 

8. A summer home of two noted singers. 

9. These are annual affairs (abbr.). 

0. A good way to discard the ten spots from the four suits 

1. What dad does to keep things running smoothly 

2. A woman's favorite word 

3. This is so wooden that we can get no humor out of it 

8. This displayed great strength in historical Rome 

1. This girl looks just the same frontwards or backwards. 

2. It takes ten to make this hasten. 

4. A peaceful goddess. 

5. These are now driving truck 

26. You will always find this on : the golf cours 

The kind of garments that are union made 

28. This sold a lot of cars this year. 

29. Sometimes it is not so bad as this sounds 

30. Faithfully yours. 

31. The highest honors one can possess 

32. They say there is a lot of this in politics but there is no 

truth in it. 

34. This sounds cheerful. 

36. A thigh bone 

43. A short leg. (The one that makes the table wobble 

46. This little flapper is sure to get some poor fish going 

47. What they will do if the oil 

48. This was calm and collected 

50. This has a shady reputation 

51. Where speeders are sure to go. 

52. Halt! 

53. A day in Caesar’s March. 

4. This entry is all mine 

5. The way a mosqu ito soun is at night 

6. This desc ribes one of those happy days 

57. The way one feels after a vacation 

59. “These are small European cyprinoid fish of which the 


situation gets too hot 


orf is the native variety”—says Webster Ouch!” 
say we 

60. A woman from Sheboygan 

63. These two characters recall Sarah Bernhardt 


Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 21) 


dancing girl prepares to marry one of 
the prison guards in order to be near 
her lovaire. (Miss Del Rio is a Mexi 
can, I have heard, but she must hav: 
taken elocution in Kansas City, if 
accents mean anything.) The Ameri 
can hero starts a prison break in or 
der to save his love from the 
is making. He then re 
fuses to let his comrades destroy the 
prison officials because of his Ameri 
can respect for the law, and as I stag 
gered from the theatre he had 
been shot with a machine-gun and was 
clasped in the young lady’s arms. I 
haven’t any idea as to just how “The 
Bad One” ended. 


Ap so, in the cool of the evening, I 


found myself with 


greut 
sacrifice she 


just 


a headache, a 


bad case of indigestion and nothing 
whatever to say about three movies 


except that they ruined what might 
have been a pleasant day. If you 
think you can get any fun out of the 
lot of them, go to it. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 


GIOJA 
OBEN 
L 
D 
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| 50c Sample for 25c in Stamps 





SOOTHES 


EYES AFTER SPORTS 





Why suffer with ay burn- 
ing, bloodshot eyes after 
tennis, golf, motoring and 
other outdoor activities? It’s 
needless when a few drops of 
harmless Murine will in- 
stantly end the irritation 
and soon make your eyes 
clear and fresh again. 


mui 
EYES 





A GOOD MIXER 


Use Abbott's Bitters To 
Flavor Beverages 
Abbott's Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 


Address 








TRE 


CAVALIER 


A hotel that’s the charming fulfillment of 
the wish of those who are a bit tired of the 
“same old places” but who want the same 
old comforts plus. 

Private seabeach, Beach Club, Cabanas. 18- 
hole golf courses. Riding Academy with 
gaited thoroughbreds. All outdoor sports. 
Indoor sea-water pool. Famous cuisine. 


Easily accessible by fine motor roads 
Pullman to hotel grounds. By steamer 
from many points. Ask for booklet. 

C. V. DeELAHUNT, 






Managing Directo» 


VIRG 


VIRGINIA BEACH, 
. INIA JS 








Acid Deposits Harden the Arteries 


uct VITTEL WATER 


GRANDE SOURCE 
TAKE THIS ACID OUT OF YOUR SYSTEM 


Write for Descriptive Folder 


MORRIS & SCHRADER, * New vorn 


NEW YORK 
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WANTED 




















“There y’are, chaps. 


Add Sillies 
EK? Wynn, star of the late “Simple 


Simon” show, had a difficult time 
with the census taker recently. He 
asked Ed if he had a radio. “Yes,” 
said Wynn, “a little one.” 

“How little?’ asked the man. 

“Oh, very little,” said Ed. 

“Well, what do you mean by very 
little?” 

“It’s so little,” chirped Wynn, “that 
when Amos ’n’ Andy are on I can only 
get Amos!” 

—Dairy Mirror 


The surprise of the Rumanian situa- 
tion, however, is the news that the 
kingdom is in financial difficulties. 
What has Queen Marie done with all 
that cold cream money? 


—N. Y. Evenine Post 


Willie Howard calls it “Wall St. 
Whisky”—one drink, and you get a 
seat on the curb! 

—Dairty Mirror 


What did I tell ye? 


hundred pounds for my father and they only offered fifty for Ginger’s!” 






They’re-offerin’ a 
¥ I 


—Dvusiin OPINION 


Utopia 


Well, Germany now has the three 
A Mor- 
gan loan, the heavyweight pugilistic 
championship and real beer. 

—N. Y. Sun 


essentials of true happiness: 


A district having been subjected to 
several earthquake shocks, a married 
couple sent their little boy to an uncle 
who lived out of the danger zone. A 
day or two later they received a tele- 
gram :— 

“Am returning your 
earthquake.” 


boy—send 
—MonmMovuTHsHIRE Beacon 


“It was grand of you to dive from 
that height, fully clothed, to effect 
such a magnificent rescue,” the looker- 
on declared. 

“That's all very well,” snarled the 
hero; “but what I want to know is— 
who pushed me in?” 

—Hairax Courier 
32 


The Love Racketeer 
(Continued from page 4) 


down Pratt Street past Sprowl, 
till we reached Undulating Walk. 
There, ‘midst the nostalgic mimosas, 
the full-lipped aristocrat, her cleft 
chin a proud banner above her tawny 
throat, whispered tender pledges into 
my ears such as cadets have had since 
the world began. Thus the summer 
passed away and on its heels—that is, 
the summer’s heels 
school. 

My first four years at Rollins Col- 
lege were uneventful. I was natu- 
rally bright and was soon the most 
popular boy on the campus. Rhoda 
visited me often and made a great hit 
with the members of my frat. 

Then, at the Senior Promenade, I 
met Edna Fervor. She was a tense 
little thing, eager, defiant of conven- 
tions, sporting a mop of golden hair 
with which she dusted her dormitory 
room mornings. 


—came autumn and 


Her eyes were twin 
enigmas as she suavely pledged me in 
a bumper of mellow hock. I soon 
learned that she was a member of the 
oldest profession in the world—a 
linotype operator. Then, like a bolt 
from the blue, came the fish course 
and her proposal. Blushing, I prom- 
ised to become her husband. The 
stillness of the garden was unbroken, 
save by the song of birds as our lips 
met. Suddenly I turned to find my- 
self gazing into the flaming eyes of 
Rhoda Trotwood. 

“So this is what I educated you 
for!” she ground bitterly. ‘Philan- 
derer! Parvenu! Racketeer!’ She 
burst into tears. ‘To think that I 
should lose you to this—this———” 

“Linotype operator,’ I stammered 
weakly. 

“Linotype operator?’’ she shot 
back icily. ‘You mean professional 
bicyclist! Hasn't she told you?” I 
wheeled aghast on Edna. 

“Miss Fervor, is this true?” I de- 
manded wildly. ““Are you———?” 

“Yes.” Her head was bowed. “I 
was afraid to tell you, Warren; I—I 
thought you wouldn’t understand.” I 
took her in my arms and turned to 
Rhoda, whose dismay was a mingled 
picture of rage and mortification. 

“TI can forgive Edna the past,” I 
told her cuttingly. “But I shall never 
cease to hate you for attempting to 
besmirch an innocent girl with your 
besmircher. Pouf for you!’ I snapped 
my fingers in her crestfallen visage 
and left her there, suddenly old de- 
spite her painted cheeks and false 
transformation. And so, with Edna’s 
face pressed to mine, I rode out of 
serfdom. I was a free man again, 
striking out for a new destiny in fee 
simple, ready for strong meat and 
drink and with all the wonder and 
beauty of Life in my eyes. 


EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, N. ¥. 
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You no longer pay 


$2.50 and $2.00 


for these regular 


FIRST EDITION books! 


Every one bears the famous “gunman” 
your GU . 


UARANTEE of sure-fire 
thrills. Never before less than $2.00. 
h 


Now only $1.00 each. 


13. 


14. 


15. 


16. 


17. 


18. 


19. 


20. 


THE GREEN RIBBON 

by Edgar Wallace. The dark machi- 
nations of a betting combine. 

THE BLUE RAJAH MURDER 
by Harold MacGrath. The tale of a 
dreaded gem. 

STRANGLEHOLD 

by Mrs. Baillie Reynolds. An heir- 
ess caught in an international plot. 
THE AVENGING RAY 


by Austin J. Small. As hair-raising 
a thriller as The Mystery Maker. 


ONE OF US IS A MURDERER 
by Alan Le May. Murder in a Ca- 


ribbean jungle. 

THE HAMMERSMITH MUR- 
DERS by David Frome 

An absolutely guess-proof mystery. 
THE THIRTY-FIRST BULLFINCH 
by Helen Reilly. A murderer loose 


on an island. 


MEMOIRS OF A MURDER 
MAN by Inspector Arthur A. Carey. 


“Inside” mysteries. 


@ 


10. 


11. 


12. 






FIRE OF YOUTH 

by Margaret Pedler. One girl’s 
choice between love and luxury. 
GLORY'S NET 

by William T. Tilden, 2nd. A romance 
and exposé of the tennis world. 
WEDDING RING by Beth Brown 


A famous ballerina—and her last and 
truest love. 


THAT OTHER LOVE 

by Geoffrey Moss. A deft novel of 
a girl’s search for happiness. 

THE MOTE AND THE BEAM 


by Pauline Stiles. A romance of two 
egotists and their careers. 


A LITTLE FLAT IN THE TEMPLE 


by Pamela Wynne. A gay new novel 
of love in disguise. 


HEART OF THE NORTH 

by William ee Mowery. The 
Mounted modernized. 

BEHIND THE MONOCLE 


by J. S. Fletcher. Diverting adven- 
tures in diamonds and duchesses. 


DOUBLEDAY, DORAN 


Garden City, N. Y. 


= Never before 


Regular, original first editions. 








published ! 


Printed 


and bound just as before. Never before 
sold for less than $2.00 and $2.50. NOW 


any book on this page, $1.00 each. It’s 


the most daring step in publishing his 
tory If you don’t believe it, see them 
at your bookstore or use the coupon in 
the lower left-hand corner NOW! 


1. THE AUTOCRACY OF MR. 


PARHAM by H. G. Wells 

An amazing novel of the next World 
War. Mr. Wells in his most pointed 
satirical and delightful vein. 


2. MARGARET YORKE 


by Kathleen Norris. There's a big 
surprise in this novel of a pretty so- 
cial secretary and her secret. By the 
author of Passion Flower. 


3. VERY GOOD, JEEVES 


by P. G. Wodehouse. Jeeves, the im- 
mortal butler, in a book even funnier 
than Mr. Mulliner Speaking. 


4. HIGH FENCES 


by Grace S. Richmond. The romance 
of two young writers in a “neigh- 
borly novel” by the author of Cherry 
Square and Red Pepper Burns. 


ee eae ee a ee 


To RUSH Your Order 


—use this convenient coupon! 
DOUBLEDAY. DORAN & COMPANY 
Dept J-i, Garden City, N. Y 


Gentlemen Please send me at once the books 
whose numbers I have encircled below, at. $1.00 
each plus l#e postage per volume 


CANADIAN ORDERS $1.10 per book, cash with 
order 


) Cash or check enclosed ]£end Cc. O. D 
1 2 3 4 5 ‘ 7 8 9 10 

ll 12 1 14 15 16 17 18 19 °0 
Name 
Address 
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IS THIS YOU FIVE YEARS FROM NOW? 


When tempted fo over-indulge 


“Reach for a Lucky instead” 















Be moderate—be moderate in all things, 
even in smoking. Avoid that future shad- 
ow® by avoiding over-indulgence, if you 
would maintain that modern, ever youth- 
ful figure. “Reach for a Lucky instead.” 





Lucky Strike, the finest Cigarette 
you ever smoked, made of the finest 
tobacco—The Cream of the Crop— 
“IT’S TOASTED.” Lucky Strike 
has an extra, secret heating process. 
Everyone knows that heat purifies 
and so 20,679 physicians say that 
Luckies are less irritating to your 
throat. 











“It’s toasted” 


Your Throat Protection — against irritation—against cough. 
*We do not say smoking Luckies reduces flesh. We do say when tempted to over-indulge, “Reach for a Lucky instead.” 
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